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They with the waste of the years are seamed with

wrinkles, o'erhaiiging.
Such and not otherwise runneth the rune, the word

of the Soothsayer.     (256)

Flashing and brilliant as jewels, dark-blue and long-
lidded the eyes of me.

They with the waste of the years spoilt utterly,
radiant no longer.

Such and not otherwise runneth the rune, the word
of the Soothsayer. (257)

Dainty and smooth the curve of the nostrils e'en as

in children.
Now with the waste of the years seared1 the nose

is and shrivelled.
Such and not otherwise runneth the rune, the word

of the Soothsayer.     (258)

Lovely the lines of my ears as the delicate work of

the goldsmith.2
They with the waste of the years are seamed with

wrinkles and pendent.
Such and not otherwise runneth the rune, the word

of the Soothsayer.     (259)

Gleamed as I smiled my teeth like the opening bads

of the plantain.
They with the waste of the years are broken and

yellow as barley.
So and not otherwise runneth the rune, the word of

the Soothsayer.    (260)

1  UpaTculitd, not yet found elsewhere, may be from the root Tcul,
to burn.

2  It is interesting that the Commentary speaks of the goldsmith's
work of past ages, as if conscious of living (himself) in a decadent
period of such arts.